1834]              Letters to Madame Hanska.
when I am worn-out I shall think of our evenings the word patience, written in the depths of my lift make me think of our games. You know all would say to the Grand Marechal of the Ukraine, am certain that my words will be more graceful your lips than from my pen. Tell Anna that her sends her his remembrances and kisses her fort A thousand affectionate compliments to Maderm Severine; inform Mademoiselle Borel that I ha\ broken my neck, and keep, I entreat you, madar your feet, my most sincere and most affectionate ho: your noble beauty assures you of sincerity, and the affection, I wish I could prove it to you in way that would not involve misfortune.
u Do not forget to-morrow," was one of your r mendations when I told you that I did not beli< morrows; but now I do believe in them, for, by cl I have a future, and my publisher has proved it 1 He is jubilant at the sale of "Eugenie Grandet, said to me solemnly, "It sells like bread." I te! to you who think you see cakes in it, while most ] expect to see me faire brioches of it [fiasco]. I this studio jest, you who like artists.
Devotion and friendship.
PARIS, Eebruary 15,1834, eleven o'c
My darling Eva, to you belongs this part of my
Since Wednesday morning of this week I have beeme of their y The illness here mentioned was one form of heart disease, from ^ she rallied for a time, but died in July, 1836, in the sixty-first ye her age. Of Balzac's grief at this event his sister says: " My br was then (1836) overwhelmed by a great heart-sorrow . . . the i of a person very dear to him. ... I have never read anything s< quent as his expression of that grief."
